RIVERBY

but one place in that neighborhood, and that the
secret, so far as he knew, was known to but three
persons, and was carefully kept by them.

A friend of mine, an enthusiast on orchids, came
one June day a long way by rail to see this flower.
I conducted him to the edge of the swamp, lifted up
the branches as I would a curtain, and said, " There
they are."

" Where ?" said he, peering far into the dim re-
cesses.

" Within six feet of you," I replied.

He narrowed his vision, and such an expression
of surprise and delight as came over his face! A
group of a dozen or more of the plants, some of
them twin-flowered, were there almost within reach,
the first he had ever seen, and his appreciation
of the scene, visible in every look and gesture, was
greatly satisfying. In the fall he came and moved
a few of the plants to a tamarack swamp in his own
vicinity, where they throve and bloomed finely for a
few years, and then for some unknown reason failed.

Nearly every June, my friend still comes to feast
his eyes upon this queen of the cypripediums.

While returning from my first search for the
lady's-slipper, my hat fairly brushed the nest of the
red-eyed vireo, which was so cunningly concealed,
such an open secret, in the dim, leafless underwoods,
that I could but pause and regard it. It was sus-
pended from the end of a small, curving sapling;
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